.

fond of games of chance when she mor-
ried him, aund through her good in-
fluence had entively reformed. Thal
dangerous pussion for gambling, which
does so much harm in the world, had
found an abiding-place with Horace
Eversham, and wos becoming one of
the pernicions influences of his life,
when Allee effeeted 4 eure which she
believed to be permunent,

They had heen happy and larky as
two ehildren: until Horace came home
bringing a line goose.

“Ivs for dinner New Year's duy,” he
sadd, holding up the white-fentherpd
bird at arm's length. “Isn't it a beauty
—fat nnd plomp?”

“What will we do with & whole
goose?” aslood Alice.

“Eatit. My father used to say that
a poose wans dn awkward bivd, too
mueh for one, and not enough for two.
We'll hove o feast if Ellen Jane does
her whole duty in her cooking, won't
wit, Thongeli 2™

“Its feathers will make n sofa cush-
ion," skl Aliee, who had a frugal
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mind. “I'm beginning to get recons
ciled to the goose.”

“It's 0 noble bird, and its cackline
onee saved Rome,” remarked Horace,
sententionsly, and then they went to-
grether to the kitehen, where the goose
wits luid on Ellen Jane's spotless white
table.

Wihen that functionary saw it, she
LHifted up both hands:

*0h, but it is o beauty, missis, An’
what o pity that they hed to shoot so
folne o burd!™

“Shoot it echoed Alles, “well, don't
they always kill geese that way?"

“No'm, only won itsata raffle. T
heered me Tom sayin' as Mr. Ever-
shim won it—it's a foine shot hels, I'in
told."

A raflle!  Alice's heart vent down to
zero,  Her husband shooting birds at o
raflle!  All her year of faithful precept |
nndone!

“Where was the raffle?” she asked in
o volee that she tried to make firm and
indifferent.

At Little Juke's, mum, in the back |
yard. There was a big erowd of men,
an' they do say Mr, Eversham was

burd, and loole how nate he did it—
that goose, mum, never knew what
killed it."

“You needn't ook it said Alice, “I
don’t like poose. .

“But your Thusband, mum? e |
would enjoy it since he fetehed it down
with his own gan. 1t were banlked in
the snow, my Tom said, with its head
sticking out an' o movin' it o5 fast ns o
flash this way an’ thut, an' everybody
that fired at it misged it—"

“That will do,” said Mrs. Eversham,
and she walked off leaving Jane Ellen
staring ot the goose,

It was New Year's eve. Alice and
[lorace were only a few feet apast, in
renlity, but wiles of distance conlid not |
hove separated them so completely,
Horace had tried to explain, but had
boen instantly silenced.

“No, no. There ean be no explana-
tion. You have broken o law of moral |
obligation,  You have brolen your
promise to me.” sald Alice,

Tap, tap, went her little. foot: there
were tears in bor voice. lHorace felt
that he was a eriminal, yet if she only
would let him explain. e was yery
angry. .

There was a ring at the door bell,
The two compored thomselves to meet
callers, The eonventionwlities of life
must be observed, and no one must
know that they had quoreeled.  Dut it |
was only o boy with o note, and a
package for Myo Evorhnm,

It was the dressing-gown from 1.In-|
bazar. The elinnee taleen for Alies had |
drawn it. Alier ool oot ook uoon it
with horreor. On Uie conteary, she could §
not conecal her delight at Gaving won
it.  But she said goldly as she handed
the handsome gaviment ta Horwee:

*Your New Yeur's present. | hope
it will tit.”

“Thank yon verymuch,” said Horace,
his eyes sparkling with plensyge, *‘but
I thought we were not to give each
other prosents this year"

"‘I\‘h.". there's the goose?™ |
“Oh, that only cost half o dollar—
and we must eat.” |
“This cost only twenty-five cents, 1
won it in a chonee ut our church

bazar." -

Horace threw back his head and |
langhed immod rately.

UMy dear little wife,” he asked when
he eonld get his broath, “do yvou know
the difference between tweedlesdum
and tweedlesdee?”

“L hope 1 know the differenes be- |
tween an entertainment destened fnr|
chuvity under the nuspices of the |
church and a low raflle with no other
object—" |

“A charity, my dear; yon wonkln't
let me explain, but the rafile was to |
obtiin money for the benelit of 4 poor |
family—"

“Name the family,” eommandel
Alice, who did not believe her husband

was telling the teuth, the whole truth,

and nothing but the truth. |

*The Limnskeys. o poor family who

have recently eome here” |

| “Why, they aro the stme people fnrl
[ whom we ot ip the basar,™

“And for whom [ helped raflle off the |
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any account, inasmuch as he had been thi first one ont of the lot to Wit the | goose.!

“I1's the principle!” said Alice, “it is
demoralizing.”

“uat, my dedr, it seems to me the
principle is the same whether it's in
the chureh or the saloon. It is to got
somathing for nothing, 1 got the
provse—you gob u dressing-gown, which,
a8 it does not eost anything, you kind-
ly donate to moe,”

It was late, and o merry peal of bells
rang out the anthem of the New Year,
The two fell into ench other's arms.

“Send the goose to the Limpskeys,”
said Hloraee.

“And the dressing-gown, too,
Alice, with half a sigh.

“Anid when we want to do a charita-
ble act, let us give from our own
means,”

“Spoken like n dean! The best prin-
ciple In glving is that of saerifice. We

said

“YOUR NEW YEAR'S PRESENT,” BAID
ALICE,

won'b muke any resolutions, but we'll
try to live up to onr knowledge of what
s vight and true. You don’t care or
the groose?”

“You, I do very much. It would
malke such pood cating stuffed with
sie und onions, and served with apple
sanee.”

s mueh the greater sacrifice if you
give itup. And you know that dress-
ingr gown wounld fit you elegantly, but
ald Mz Limpskey is ragged and needs
it more,”

“1le shall have it. And we will be-
gin the New Year poor but honest.™

Then those two young people kissed
and mude up, while the bell rang out
the want, the care. the sin, rang in the
love of teath and right, and the Limp-
slkeeys were the happier for the appli-
cation of that often misinterpreted

| toxt to do evil that good muy come.

Sutlafying 1im,

“I have eslled,” said the captious
eritie, “to find out what renson youn
cangive for representing the New Year
us o nude smell boy™

“Ihat is done,’” responded the art
editor, “because the year does not get
its ¢lose till the 31st of December.™

Then the eaptions eritie went out
and broke his nice new pledge.—Indi-
unapolis Jonrnal.




